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ward! The eternal joys upon which she has
entered will become more real to you now,
as Mrs. John and I have learned through such
affliction to count the sorrow little in the face
of the infinite blessings that now attend our
dear ones who have faded from our physical
sight, but who are more dear and more in-
fluential in our lives because of their physical
withdrawal. At such a time there is no pos-
sible help or comfort in any other than Christ.
One may say what he will, it is the Christ
who has taken from death its sting and from
the grave its victory. He is the Ever-Present,
Ever-Loving Friend, and to Him, we tenderly
commend you. . . . God help you and com-
fort you, as He alone can. Be assured that
our hearts go out to you here in tender sym-
pathy, for we, too, have suffered the loss of
our first-born, and God knows how truly we
can enter into the sorrows of other hearts;
and yet our sorrow has been changed into
joy. May this be . . . your own portion!
" I send a few copies of the little memorial
f Edith/ which may be blessed to the comfort
of you all."

In letters to his wife in the days and years
after Edith's death he wrote:

"December 27, 1890.

" I have no desire for the old-time lavish
exchange of gifts. Love is best; and what
God gives us must be passed on to needier
souls than even we. When I read of what
Christmas has denied others, I feel self-re-y. It looksloved Marion, long again to see! You areeedings,/ and the deliber-n-suance of this ever-lipstifully
